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BREAD UPON THE WATERS. 



PAET I. 



It is to-day ten months since my mother died, 
and my father haa told me that he is about to 
bring home another wife ! — Another mistress of 
the household, another Mrs. Lyne, usurping her 
place, her name ! How shall I ever bear it ! 

I do not think I share the usual prejudice 
against step-mothers. I know perfectly well, 
no daughter, even if grown up, can be to her 
father the comfort that a wife is; and many 
men, loving their first wives ever so dearly, have 
in time married again. My dear mother during 
her long illness several times hinted this to me, 
accidentally as it were, yet with meaning. But, in 
one sense, the parallel did not hold ; for she was 
not "loved dearly ;" — ^never, alas;! since the first 
A 2 
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sunny year of her marriage, wherein I was bom, 
and she, out of her deep happiness, called me 
Felicia, 

I knew, I felt, that my father would marry 
again. These two months I have been trying 
to reason myself, ay, and my little brothers too, 
into some preparation for what must come in 
time. I even thoi^ht thatiwe might learn to 
love his wife, — ^I and the two poor little feUows to 
whom the name of ^^ father" has alws^s been a 
nanie of fear^— that is, if she were a good woman. 
But-— /Ao^ woman f 

That woman, with the paint scarce wiped off 
her face, to come and lay her head on the sacred 
pillow where my mother died! — ^Tbafc woman, 
whose name haa been for years the town's talk, 
to bear the name which, sorrowful as her MSe 
was, my pure mother bore unsullied to her 
grave! It is hard, very hard! — nay, it is 
horrible ! 

Yet there is no aJtevnative ; they are abeady 
married — ^my father told me so. He has given 
toe the choice, to prepare to welcome her here, 
or to go out myself into the wide cruel world — 
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I think I would, except f(» those little OBee, my 
brothers, to whom, since our mother died, I have 
tried to be*moth<lr and sister both. Ear their 
Bakes I'miifit iiATe pati^noe. 

All day I have tried to exeicise what, young 
and infexpefcieiioed as I am, my mother always 
said I had,*— a clear judgment, a power, of sub- 
duing weak womanly emotions and prejudices, 
and seeing oclj Jhe right. I think I aee it 
now. 

Mj fiii^er is perfectly free to marry, and to 
marry whom he pleases; no dai^hter can or 
ought to stand in the way of that. But oh ! — ^if 
his wife had mXy been a good woman, nay, eren 
an honest, respectable woman ! His yery houee- 
keeper would have been preferable to . 

No ; I will be just and marciflil, as my poor 
mother was erer, to all sinners. This woman 
may not be so bad as the world paints her ; for 
the world is rery cruel, and a beautiful public 
singer must often be maligned. Even granting 
those things which cannot be contetdLcted, I hare 
heard that kindness and generosity hare ere now 
lingered even in the heart of a Magdalen. 
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I will not leave my home and my brothers, 
nor — ' 

I was obliged to break off, and go down to 
our friend Mr. Bedwood. I wonder if he saw 
that any thing was wrong with me, that I could 
not sing when he asked me. I wonder, too, 
does he know of what will happen in our family ? 
and what will he think of it ? Will he come 
here as usual, and will his mother ? — ^To think 
of the Honourable Mrs. Bedwood yisiting the 
woman my father has chosen for his second 
wife ! Impossible ! 

Oh ! I wish, I wish I could hare told him — 
Mr. Bedwood, I mean. But how could I, a mere 
girl, and he so young a man P Besides, I had 
no right ; for he is still but a firiend, or rather 
acquaintance. Only — sometimes — ^He said he 
was coming again next Wednesday ; and I until 
this minute haye forgotten that that is the very 
day my father told me they would come home, 
— ^he and — Mrs. Lyne ; for I must teach myself 
that dreaded word. 

Ah me ! ah, my poor little brothers ! ah, my 
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dear mother, my otDU motber, who knows not 
what we suffer, and to whom no suffering can 
ever come more ! — ^For that, amidst all my weep- 
ing, I look up, and thank God ! 



They have come home, and I have seen my 
step-mother for the first time. She was very 
sweet and gracious, both to me and to the boys ; 
and she is, oh! such a handsome woman! 
Dressed for the eyening, she did not look above 
thirty. What a. contrast to my poor sick 
mother, worn out before her time ! But I must 
not suffer myself to dwell on these things. 

Mrs. Lyne entered the house with an easy 
grace, all smiles. She said it was a pretty house. 
I had taken pains to have all in order for her ; 
for I wished to please my father^ if I could. 
After the house, she took notice of us, shook 
hands with me and Henry, and would have kissed 
dear little Aleck, but he pouted and refused. 
She only laughed, and said "he was a pretty 
fellow nevertheless." 
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My heart was ready to burst, knowing how 
like the child is to his mother. 

NeyerthelesB, both Henry and Alegk got 
sociable with her towards the end of the even- 
ing ; for she was so bewitching in her manners, 
and children of seren and ten are so easily im- 
pressible. My farther showed at first a little 
embanassment ; but she soon talked all that 
away. I never knew a woman with such irre- 
sistible powers of conTersation. 

For m3r8elf, I think I beiiayed, as I had hoped 
and prayed I might behave, — with quiet self- 
control, rendering courtesy where courtesy was 
due. In this I was helped, and many of the 
discomforts of the evening smoothed down, by 
Mr. Bedwood, who, not having recdved my 
message through his mother, appeared as he had 
at first promised. I cannot tell if he had known 
or guessed the change in oar fiunily; but 
whether or not, he sustained his difficult position 
admirably well. For even at his age, he is at 
once a gentleman and a man of the world; 
though the world has not spoiled him. 

I wonder if he thought my step-mother hand- 
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some ! She talked to him a good deal, and he 
always answered with courtesy; but it was 
eiddent he liked better to stay with the little 
boys and me. He played a game at draughts 
with Hemy, and told Aleck a wonderful story 
about a hobgoblin ; then he went away. As 
he shook my iiand, I felt his eye upon me with 
Bueh a kindf pitying look that I could hardly 
keq> .down my tears. Oh! he knows what I 
must suffer, — ^he has such a gentle heart ! 

Surely men cannot be all tyrants, all selfish ! 
Surely — though my mother's sore experience at 
times taught me almost to doubt the &uGb — ^there 
must be in the world such a thing as a good 
husband and a hi^py marriage ! 

** All things are lem dreadful than they seem." 

How truthfully that line of Wordsworth's 
rings in my ear to-night, wh^ having looked at 
my brothers asleep in their little beds, and seen 
that the house is all quiet and safe, — ^for it is 
not tin to-morrow morning that I relinqirish the 
keys to my step-mother, — I hare come up to my 
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own room, to think over the events of the day 
before it closes. 

Nevertheless, I am very glad that this dreaded 
evening is over. 

Oh ! mother, my mother, of whom is my last 
thought at night, whose example I desire and 
strive in all things to follow, — you see, O mother ! 
how I try to do my duty, let what will be the 
end — even as you did, until Grod took you from 
my love unto His own ! 



It was Henry's birth-day to-day. 

(Mem. inserted, as are several others, evidently of a much 
later date than the original diary. 

Henry was ten years old, I remember, and the finest little 
fellow imaginable, the pride of the whole Square. He was 
yery tall and large made for his age ; indeed, he used to 
torment me by stealing my slippers and gloves, pretending 
that they fitted him exactly, which indeed was a blessing, 
otherwise, he would have gone short enough, poor fellow ! 
After the first three months of our father's marriage, Mrs. 
Lyne used to say that children were always wanting some* 
thing. 

Yet I dressed them very simply, my two boys — ^fbr I began 
to call them mine, seeing there was no one else to claim 
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them. I oould see them now, in their dark green blouseB 
and leather belts, each with his books mider his arm, just 
as they used to look turning the comer of our Square, when 
coming home daily from school. They were such hand- 
some boys !) 

Henry's birth-day ! — ^We always, in the worst 
of times, made birth-days pleasant days — ^but 
this has been very sad. 

It began ill. At break&st I reminded my 
father of the day, and hinted what he had long 
promised Henry as a birth-day present — a box 
of tools at Holtzapffel's in Charing Cross. 

Mrs. Lyne lifted her eyebrows, and reasoned 
mildly about the " evil of extravagance." 

Now, since she has brought into the house 
many luxtiries,— expensive even to my father's 
large income, — I thought this not quite right; 
still I argued and entreated a little more ; I knew 
how the boy longed for his birth-day present. 

^ Eelida," said my father, after his wife 
had talked with him apart, in her smooth low 
voice ; " you spoil those boys too much. They 
should, as Mrs. Lyne says, be taught self- 
denial, not extravagance. I will have no more 
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presents given them on any pretext' what- 
ever." 

So Henry lost his delight. Heaven forgive 
me if my heart burned against my father ; but 
I thought it very hard, especially as the case 
was only one out oS miiiiy; in which that bUnd 
mondizing voice had interfered foetwerai rthe 
children and their little pleasures^ 

Henry waa indijgnaiit too, for he was of a high 
spirit, and had forced me to tdl him the truth ; — 
indeed I never can tell any thing els6 — all 
comes out of me sooner or later. And when, 
in honour of the day, he dined with us, he was 
not quite so pleasant aa he ought to have been 
and was expected to be, M last, seeing a 
storm rising, for there had been from the first a 
curious antipathy between oiir smiling, soft- 
spoken step-mother and Henry, who, I must 
confess, is passionate and rather rough man- 
nered,— -I rose eariy from table, that I might 
get him out of hacm's way. 

We happened to go into the outer hall, just 
to cool ourselves, when we were quite startled 
by a man sitting there, who caught hold of me, 




y Google 



BBEAD UFOir THE WATEBS. 18 

aad Addressed me rudely, aa Mrs. Lyne. I 
satd^^^No; I was Miss Ljne; did he want Mrs. 
Lyne?" He answered, ''Yes; but lie could 
wait, sinee lie kuew^sheiv^as in the house:" and 
his manzifir was so unchdl thab I was ^ad to get 
away. 

About tea-time, liie footman whispered Mrs. 

ijyne that some person had been waiting aU the 

s evening in the hdLK, to see her. Bhe w^nt out 

hastily, and returned after a good while, her 

. . cheeks flushed even beyond their usual steady 

cdour. 

*' Who was it wanted you ?" asked my father, 
carelessly. 

" Only my dress-maker." 

Henry, who had just crept up-stairs, pulled 
my sleeve, with a look of great artonifiimient; 
and whijsrpered, ''That's not true, sister-^ it was 
the man." 

Mrs. Lyne's eye^-she has such a glaring black 
eye at times — was upon us in a minute, and my 
Other's too. 

"What are you whispering, sir?" said he 
sharply to Henry. 
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14 BBEAD UPON THE WATEBS. 

Now the little fellow has one quality that 
would atone for a hundred flEkults; he always 
tells the direct truth. He answered at once, 
" I said, it was a man who wanted Mrs. Lyne— 
a great, dirty man, with black whiskers and a 
hooked nose ;-— it was ! for I saw them talking." 

My father looked furious. " What did they 
say?" 

"He asked her to pay his bill, I thought; 
but I did not stay listening : I never do," «aid 
Harry proudly. 

Each moment I expected Mrs. Lyne would 
burst out in a passion, but she did not: she 
only smiled, and twirled her handkerchief. 
" Mr. Lyne, my business was certainly with my 
dress-maker. I thought you knew already that 
your son has a habit of — of deviating £rom 
truth, and is certainly a leetle revengeful. I 
fear I stayed your too lavish hand towards him 
this morning. Poor fellow! — but I can for- 
give." 

She threw herself back in her chair, smiling 
her sweetest smile, first at Henry, and then at 
my &ther; at which, completely reassured, he 
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would hear no words from my brother or from 
me. The scene ended in Harry's receiving the 
cruellest indignity a spirited lad can suffer — 
stripes; he crying out all the while "that he 
had spoken only the truth, and sister knew it 
was so." 

His sister did know it, and frantically 
declared the same, and the result was — 
But I have no business to think of my own 
wrongs, 

I have kissed and wept over my poor boy. 
I have prayed for him and for myself. "What 
shall we do ? — I cannot tell 

After writing this, mechaoically, with I scarce 
know what intent, I went to count over what 
money I had ; my allowance having been paid 
me that day. I had left it open in my dressing- 
case, carelessly enough, as rich men's daughters 
do. I found it gone ! and never, though it is 
three weeks since Henry's fatal birth-day, have 
I seen or heard of it. 

The poor lads can have no pleasures for a 
whole six months, now ; but then I shall be of 
age, and have twenty pounds a year of my 
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16 BBEAB UPOK THE WATEBS. 

own — mj very own ! OH, how welcome it will 
be ! I neyer knew money's worth till now. 



I have had to give up my pretty little bed* 
chamber. It happens to be next my step- 
mother's, «nd she wants it for her maid: so 
I am sent to a room at the top of the house. 
For some things I do not mind the change — it 
is so pleasamt to catch even a dim glimpse of 
Hampstead over the forest of chimney-pots. 

Then my little brothers like it, for it is near 
theirs, and is such a refuge £rom the racketing 
and turmoil going on bebw. We sit there 
whole evenings, and plan what we would do if 
we all three lived together, £w out in the quiet 
countiy; and I tell them of all the country 
pleasures I used to have, years ago, with the 
three little sisters who came between me and 
Henry, and died when they were young, I only 



— I am glad I lived, if only for the poor boys' 
sake. 
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Yesterday, at one of our parties, I overheard 
Mrs. Lyne saying^what from her sharp glance 
and smile I do believe she intended me to over- 
hear— '^ that it would be an excellent thing if 
Felicia were married." 

She likewise added, apropos of something her 
neighbour said, which something I do not care 
to write down^ "Oh, no! poor Felicia would 
never please a young man of taste /md intellect 
— how could she, with her little doll-like face, 
and no manners whatsoever p" 

I had been dull enough that night, as I often 
was ; no one, at least no one I cared to talk 
with, ever appearing at Mrs. Lyne*s soirees. 
Her words kept haunting me — ^foolishly enough ; 
but when one is young one has such a longing 
to be thought pleasing — such a bashful terror 
of one's self! 

It is true I have blue eyes, and long, light 
curls ; but am I really so doll-like and insipid- 
looking P I asked Aleck the question to-day, 
in jest, of course ; ^d the wicked little fellow 
laughed in my face, and said, somebody once 
told him he ought to be proud of such a sweet 
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sister and especially of her " pretty, pretty curls." 
But who it was he would not tell, and nothing 
could make him. 

What a precocious, pert little creature Aleck 
is growing ! And when I confessed about Mrs. 
Lyne's unkind speech, how both the boys did 
torment me, calling me "Miss Doll!" But I 
deserved it all for my ridiculous vanity. 



© 



To-day has been a day which, in our quiet 
life, solitary amidst a whirl of gaiety, seems full 
of adventure. 

It was the first Monday, of the boys' Mid- 
summer holidays, and we went out for a long 
walk ; nobody forbidding, which was rare. The 
lads dragged me on and on, even as far as 
Hampstead; where, with a sudden thought of 
strawberries and cream this time last year, they 
wanted me to call on Mrs. Eedwood. But 
I could not. Since my father's marriage I have 
scarcely seen her, or any of the family, except 
that Mr. Godfrey Eedwood sometimes has called ; 
and once or twice has met my brothers on their 
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way from school, aad brought them home. He 
is so kind to them always, and they are wildly 
fond of him. I could hardly make them under- 
stand why we must stay on the Heath, and not 
intrude ourselves at the Honourable Mrs. Eed- 
wood's. 

It is a pleasant place — ^that Heath ! All day, 
Harry, Aleck, and I, wandered up and down, 
hiding among furze and fern, lying on beds of 
thyme. More than once the boys made 
me sing at the very top of my voice, which 
I actually did— I felt so cheerful, — though 
doubtless the act was rather improper, and 
would have justified my step-mother in her 
declaration, that I had " no manners what- 
soever.'* 

I took great care to keep at the opposite end 
of the Heath' to where the Bedwoods lived. 
Yet it happened somehow, that as, rather tired 
out, we were thinking of coming home, we were 
overtaken by Mr. Godfrey Bedwood. He joined 
us, saying he was himself going to town. 

He walked with us across the Heath, first 
holding the two boys on either hand. Then 
B 2 
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bidding Aleck see how weary Sister looked, he 
slipped the child off, and quietly gave me his 
arm. "We had never before walked together 
thus, out of doors, in the open day. 

It was a pleasant evening, and we talked of 
many things, chiefly about the boys, and about 
his going abroad the following week for two 
months or so. He went very unwillingly, he 
told me. However, he promised Henry to 
write him word of all the wonders of the Alps, 
and even to bring him home something from 
the very spot where William Tell shot at the 
apple, which greatly delighted the boy. 13o 
talking, he went with us the whole way, and 
said good bye at our door. We had all enjoyed 
our walk so much, and were so happy, that I 
never uttered a less sad good bye. I hardly 
remembered he was going away at all, until the 
children obstinately refused to enter the house 
without seeing " the last of him.'' 

So we all stood at the door and watched him 
round the Square. At the comer he turned 
round, perceived us, lifted his hat and bowed. 
Then we saw him no more. 
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(No more ! The youth Gk>dfrey Redwood-— so graceful, 
manly, gentle, ay and beautiful — for he was beautiful, in 
heart as in face — T never saw any more !) 



Every week, every day, our life at home 
grows darker and darker. I am my father's 
daughter in nothing but the name, and in an 
existence of forced blank idleness, which makes 
me envy the very housemaid at her toil. 

'For my two poor boys, they are being slowly 
ruined. Constant punishment is changing 
Harry's frank temper into the ferocity of a 
young tiger; and yesterday, I heard my inno- 
cent Aleck — his mother's darling, and her very 
image — I heard Aleck with frightened lips 
stammer out — a lie ! - 

IS she had heard him — she who with dying 
breath left him to my charge ! 

I sometimes think, when wandering through 
our beautiful house, or dining at our luxurious 
table, — ^If people did but know I And then all 
sorts of fraatic ideas swim through my mind, 
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• 

slowly forming themselves into unutterable 
longings. 

To-day I read in the Proverbs of Solomon : — 

Better is a dinner of herbs where love is, than 
a stalled ox and hatred therewith. 

Better is a dry morsel and quietness therewith, 
than an house Jull ofsacr^ices with strife, 

I wonder, is it very.hard to earn one's bread p 



My twenty-first birth-day has come and 
gone, without any celebration except that of 
tears. Only, one consciousness forced itself 
upon my mind: I am of age, and my own 
mistress now. 

• It is nearly Christmas. Mr. Bedwood wrote 
Harry word that he should be at home by 
the New Year, to keep his own coming of 
age, which I knew was just one month after 
mine. Tet how much older he always seemed 
than I! 

I am terrified lest he too should see the 
visible change creeping over my two boys, firom 



-O 



y Google 



BBEAD UPON THE WATEBS. 23 

which I cannot, cannot save them, in a home 
like this. What will be the end of all P 



I wrote that question last night; to-night 
I answer it. Por the last time I lay me down 
to sleep under my father's roof. 

This is how it happened. — I wish to write all 
the particulars clearly, that I may at no 
future period have to meet an accusing con- 
science, or the reproaches of my brothers. — 

There was to-day one of the usual domestic 
storms, in which, by Mrs. Lyne's contrivance, 
Harry and Aleck were punished sorely; and 
this time — ^though I know they are not such 
good boys as they once were — punished un- 
justly, Then, with her usual smile, — she is always 
smiling, — my step-mother informed me that 
after Christmas they were both to be sent fpon^ 
home, to a twenty-pound Yorkshire school, with 
holidays, as she delightedly remarked, only once 
in two years. I went at once to my father, and 
asked if it were so ? He acknowledged it. I 
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reasoned with bim, quietly, earnestly, that in 
such a school the delicate Aleck would not live 
a year; and Senry, with his fierce temper, 
would turn out a perfect demon. He laughed 
at me. Then I told him, with tears, that I had 
promised my mother never to part with the 
lads. He answered, what I shall not write. 

At last, half-maddened, I cried out, ''that 
they should not go." 

" Miss Lyne," said he to me, glancing at his 
wife, who sat compassionately smiling at my 
wickedness, " I give you one alternative — either 
let your brothers go peaceably to the school 
I chose, or else maintain them yourself." 

" What do you mean P" 

"What I say; you are quite old enough to 
earn your own bread and theirs ; and I really 
think, with the prospect of a new family 
rising up, you would be much better out of 
the way." 

I was in that excited state of mind when 
nothing appears strange, startling, or impossible. 
So, after a momentary pause, I said resolutely, 
" Very well, father ; we will go." 
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He made no opposition; did not even seem 
surprised. I left the study almost immediately ; 
but before I went, I walked up to him, and 
shook hands, which I am now glad of. There 
were no more words or disputes, but the thing 
was done. 

To-morrow I shall remove with my brothers 
to a lodging, try to get daily pupils, and begin 
the world, with a good education, youth, health, 
courage, and twenty pounds a year. Not so 
bad ! — ^the very thought of toil gives me strength. 
It is like plunging into a cold bath, after being 
suffocated with foul vapoury steams. 

A strange thought smote me just now. — 
What will all my friends say ? — what will one 
friend say, when he comes back and finds me— 
a daily governess ? 

Still, no matter — it must be. 



(The day after writing this I arranged'all my plans, telling 
tiiem likewise to my &ther ; for I wished to deal openly and 
have no quarrel, which, indeed, I always consdentioasly 
had avoided. He listened hurriedly, — for there was a din- 
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ner- party awaiting him down-stairs, — wished me success, 
gave me five pounds (which I quietly left on his table), 
and bade me not tell my humble address to the servants. 
Thus we parted, without anger, and, God forgive me ! with- 
out love. 

So, when the guests had sat down to table, I sent off our 
small luggage, took my brothers in each hand, and went 
out of my Other's doors through the bleak streets, home,) 
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"What a strange, new life is tliis on wliich 
I have entered so boldly ! To-day, after paying 
my weekly rent in advance, making some slight 
needful purchases, and providing, much too 
largely I fear, for household expenses and food, 
I find we have exactly one sovereign to begin 
the world with. "Well! as my clever Harry 
remarked, " Benjamin Franklin began with one 
shilling ;" so we are fully nineteen shillings the 
richer than that great philosopher. Neverthe- 
less, I am glad that my teaching duties com- 
mence to-morrow, and that my first week's 
salary will soon be due. 

(Lookixig back on these days, it seeniB to me almost a 
miracle that I had got this situation, the very first I applied 
for. It must have been some charitable soul who gave me 
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• 

through pity what I took as an ordinary right, not knowing 
how many a poor unknown, oncredentialled governess waits, 
hopes, doubts, gradually sinks down lower and lower, 
despairs, and starves.) 

I have taken our lodgings where would be 
cheapest, and furthest away from our old neigh- 
bourhood ; therefore I shall have a rather long 
walk into town to my pupil; but exercise is 
good for me. The boys will be quiet at home j 
our old servant, who keeps these lodgings, will 
have an eye upon them ; and I shall teach them 
of an evening. I began to do it to-night, but 
rather unsuccessfully ; they have been too much 
excited by the change. So I took Aleck on my 
knee, while Henry placed himself on the* other 
side the fire, quite man-like; and we had a 
serious talk about " our establishment." 

I told them they must not expect many things 
they had at the Square, fine dinners, and servants 
to wait; that they must learn to wait upon 
themselves, and would only get a pudding once 
a week. 

" Twice, sister, please— -twice !" begged Aleck ; 
and I yielded. 
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AJso, I tried to make Harry feel how much 
depended upon him when I was away, and how 
he could not be a foolish, headstrong, passionate 
boy any more, but must striye to grow a man as 
j&st as possible. He promised, and to prove it 
insisted on putting himself and Aleck to bed 
without my help. Accordingly, passing their 
door, I found the window slightly open, the 
candle flaring in its socket in the middle of the 
floor, and a great round hole burnt in Aleck's 
socks. But my two darlings were soundly sleep- 
ing, as content in that shabby bedroom as if 
they were still surrounded by the luxuries due 
to a rich man's sons. My tears feU as I looked 
at them ; and I prayed Gk>d'8 help that I might 
bring them up rightly and yirtuously, as their 
mother would have wished. She, who knew 
what misery often lay hid under riches, would 
not have minded their being poor. 



I have gone through the first week of my life 
as a daily governess. It has been rather harder 
than I had thought. 
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I found my one pupil a very big girl, indeed 
almost a young woman, taller tlian myself, and 
with twice as much spirit. She really frightened 
me, with her fierce black eyes, and her foreign 
manner, for she is half Prench. I felt myself 
shrinking into nothing beside her. Tet though 
she chattered French and German to an extent 
that at first alarmed me, on the score of my own 
acquirements, I find her lamentably ignorant in 
the real classic knowledge of either language ; 
and as regards English she requires the teaching 
I would give to little Aleck. Nevertheless, she 
has such perfect self-assurance, such a strong 
will, such a thorough ease and independence of 
manner, that one requires the utmost moral 
courage to attempt to teach her any thing. 
I try to assume all my dignity, and the decision 
of superior years and knowledge ; but yet I am 
only one and twenty, while she is near fifteen. 
And oh! if she did but know how dreadfully 
her poor little governess is at heart afraid of 
her! 

I believed myself tolerably well-educated; 
surely I am, as regards classical literature. 
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How I always revelled in Dante, and lored the 
only true Trencli poet, Lamartine, and dived 
thirstingly into the mysteries of Groethe and 
Schiller : yet in common conversation I find my- 
self nonplussed continually. It is such a differ- 
ent matter to know a thing oneself, and to im* 
part it to another. I ought now to go to school 
again, if only to learn how to teach. 

There it is again in music. Friends call me a 
good musician (at least some friends did), and 
I knov niy love for it is a perfect passion : but 
there, is a vast difference between singing for 
oneself, or for those whom one cares to please far 
better than one's self, — ^and knocking a poor song 
note by note into the ear and head of a girl who 
has no more heart for it than, alas ! her poor 
governess has for the teaching. I had to-day to 
play and sing before -Th6rese*s mother in proof of 
my acquirements. I chose a song, — sang many 
a time to such pleasant praises! but in the 
singing my eyes filled with tears, and my heart 
sank down like lead. I failed deplorably; and 
I knew it. I had no business to think of such 
things now I am a daily governess. 
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Occasionally, too, I have stings of foolish 
pride ; I had to-day, when Madame Giraud 
asked me abruptly, "if I wanted my salary?" 
My cheeks burned, as I said, " Yes, if she 
pleased," and took the gold, so much needed. 
I thought, — if any old friends could see me then, 
would they scorn me ? But I soon got over 
this wrong feeling, and walking home, enjoyed 
the sweetness of first earnings. 

Tet at the week's end I am very tired, pro- 
bably with the long daily walk and the perpetual 
talking. I am so glad to-morrow is Sunday ! 



I see clearly, we must live somewhat plainer 
than we do. It costs more to feed three mouths 
weekly than I had expected: and as for my 
taking the omnibus to town on wet days, as 
Harry insists — wise, thoughtful little man! — 
that is quite impossible ; but I need not vex him 
by saying so. 

How changed we all are in a few weeks ! how 
it seems Hke an age since we "began the 
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world!" The children have become quite used 
to our new ways, only, poor things ! sometimes 
they cannot understand why they are restricted 
in what were once ordinary things, but have now 
become impracticable luxuries. Harry wants to 
go out always in his best jacket and Erench kid 
gloves ; and Aleck still looks and longs daily for 
the puddiQg. Poor lads! it goes to my very 
heart sometimes. 

I have not leisure to write my journal often, 
being every night so glad to go to bed. It is a 
great blessing that I have such sound, wholesome 
sleep, which not only refreshes me, but drowns 
all care for a season. 

If I could only send those boys to school, 
even to the common school they used to attend, 
I would be so thankful! It is not right for 
them to be left alone the long, long day ; and at 
night I am so tired, that I fear I do not teach 
them half carefully enough. I must try some 
plan or other for them. 
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Certamly, it is a kind world, with many 

good people in it, as I have proved this day. 

I " put my pride in my pocket," and went to 
Mr. Eawlinson, my brothers' old schoolmaster. 
I told him frankly my position, at least so far as 
I could without blaming my &ther. I asked 
him if he would take back one boy, say Henry, 
and let me in requital give French lessons to his 
daughters, or in his school. 

He not only agreed, but said at my going 
away, — that two lads gave no more trouble than 
one, and he must have back both his scholars : 
but he will only permit me to give three lessons 
a week nevertheless. 

My mind is now at rest, and the children are 
greatly pleased ; they did so weary after their 
old playfellows, as I plainly saw. 

Still, every pleasure has its pain; and mine 
came at last. Seeing a cloud gathering over 
Harry's mirth, at last I got from him the secret, 
— ^he did not like going back to school in hia 
old half-worn blouse. He said the boys would 
teaze him. 

Oh! how bitter these things are! But I 
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must bear them : it is not the children's 
&i]lt. 

After little Aleck was asleep, I sat and talked 
with Henry alone, reasoning with hita, as his 
good sense and manliness deserved, more like a 
companion than a child. I told him how poor 
we were, and must necessarily be, for a long 
time ; that the only way in which poor people 
can remain independent and honest, is by re- 
solving firmly that what they cannot pay for 
they must do without, — which resolution I had 
made, and we would all follow. I always say 
" we," that the boys may feel we are all as one, 
to sink or swim together. 

" Now, Harry," I said, " I might go to some 
shop we used to frequent, and get credit, knowing 
all the time I could not pay. But would that 
be honest ? would you feel happy in your new 
clothes?" 

"No, no!" he cried, sitting up in bed, and 
hiding his face on my shoulder ; " however poor 
we are, I will be thus much of a gentleman, — 
* One that does not owe any body any thing.' 
— You remember who once told me that." 
2 
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I did not, — whigh was strange. 

'^ It was ]!djr. lEtedwood : and be knows what 
it is to be A gentleman, doesn't be, sister ? 

"Yes," said I quietly, and said no more. 

Mr. Sawlinson mentioned incidentallj, tbat 
some little time after scbool began, a gentleman 
had called to enquire if he knew any thing 
about the two Master Lynes ? and being 
answered "No," had gone away, leaying no 
name. 

But I know who it was ; — ^whom alone it could 
be. He has then come home from Italy. The 
children will be so glad ! 



The spring is advancing fast ; day by day, as 
I cross the Green Park, I see the change. It 
has been either sunny weather, or soft, warm, 
"growing" weather, ever since the boys went 
to school. I enjoy my diuly walk so much; 
especially the three days a week that I return 
from Mr. Bawlinson's with the boys. 

Then it seems so strange to walk in our old 
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neighbourhood, and see the same shops, and 
signs, and turnings. But we never go near the 
Square. 

The days are now so light and long, that 
coming back through Fall Mall and ^Regent 
Street I always meet the afternoon loungers. 
How gay the spring bonnets begin to look ! 
I could be half ashamed of mine, poor old 
thing ! It is astonishing how soon dresses and 
bonnets will wear out, put on daily, and in all 
weathers. I could be almost foolish enough to 
sigh with Harry — " I want new clothes !" 

However it signifies little, rushing through 
the streets as I do, not meeting a soul I know. 
But, if I did meet any one— I in my unneat 
winter wrappings, and a bundle of books under 
my arm ! If any one saw me, spoke to me ; — 
would they speak ? I — ^that was a young lady 
in her fether's house, and am — only a daily 



governess 



One friend I kpow — proud, refined, over- 
delicate in all that regards women — ^might start, 
to think how through this winter I have run 
through London streets alone, unprotected, in 
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fair weather and foul, in dark or light, often long 
after dusk — I, that was never allowed to cross 
the Square hj myself! He might think too thai 
it was " strange'* or " improper," my living alone 
in lodgings, with only my young brothers* 

O, wide gulf of worldly distance— opening 
wider and wider before my eyes I I now begin 
to see into what I have plunged. Had I 
thought, when I was quitting my j&ther*s house ! 
— But no ; I am glad I did not : I am glad I 
thought of nothing but my poor little brothers, 
who now live in peace, so happy and so good. 

For me, Gtod will work out my destiny as 
seemeth Him best ! 



I have determined to cease going down the 
pleasant streets where I might meet Mends I 
once knew. I walk along back streets now. 
Perhaps it is nearest, and I ought to save time 
if possible. 

My brothers asked me to-day, if now that the 
long summer evenings are coming, I would 
take them up to Hampstead Heath? But I 
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told them they would like Elackheath better, 
and they are quite satisfied, nay, delighted. 

How slender is a child's memory! They 
never now speak of the Square, of old times, or 
any of our old friends, of whom — as I begin 
slowly to imderstand — we may possibly never 
hear any more. 



Th^rfese is a very good girl on the whole; 
affectionate too. She takes care I have lunch 
daily; and this morning, seeing I looked pale 
and tired with the heat, she brought me a glass 
of wine; saying, her moth^ desires I should 
have the same every day — ^a great blessing to 
me ! and how kind of her ! I must try and do 
my duty by my pupil, even more than I have 
hitherto done : though Madame Giraud declares 
she is quite satisfied. 

Waiting for Th&&se to-day, I took up a 
newspaper, as I do occasionally, just to see the 
births, marriages, and deaths. In the latter, 
one struck me :— 

" On the 19th ult., Sir Egerton Redwood, of Redwood 
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Hall ; and, same day, drowned near Vevay, Egerton Redwood, 
Esq., his eldest and only snrviTing son. The baronetcy- 
and influential family property fall, therefore, to the next 
heir, Godfrey Egerton Redwood, Esq., son of the late 
Colonel and the Honourable Anne Redwood, and grandson 
of the lately deceased Baronet." 

"Sir Godfrey Bedwood!** How strange it 
sounds ! But lie will make a noble use of for- 
tune: Gtod grant him happiness long to po- 
sess it ! 

— I must stfn look a little longer in the list 
of " Marriages." 

To-day, I have walked more slowly home, nor 
minded passing through the sunny streets and 
gay throngs of people in my sombre and dust- 
spoiled clothing. It is quite good enough for 
one who will probably all her life hare to earn 
her bread as a doily govemess. 
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Hekby and I measured heigMs to-day ; and he is 
actually taller than I am. So, coming home from 
Mr. Eawlinson's, he would insist upon giving 
me his arm, considering that he was yesterday 
fifteen years old. 

(This is the next entry added to my foolish, girlish 
joumalf preserved till now, from the still more foolish ten- 
derness one has over girlish things. I had always a love of 
hoarding rehcs, memories, every thing but coin. The long 
pause in my writing was occasioned doubtless by want of 
leisure, during four years of a toilsome and yet monotonous 
life; — ^the recommencement of my journal was owing to 
want of occupation, during that trying period *' waiting for 
a situation.'*) 

Eemeinbering his birth-day, puts me in mind 
that my own is about this time. Twenty-six, or 
seven, is it? I have almost lost count. However, 
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I must have been Th&ese's governess five years. 
That is why I shall miss her so much. Yet it is 
quite time for her to give up study, and practise 
housekeeping for a few months before she is 
married/ I wish^as she laughing said — ^I could 
teach her that, meaning the management of a 
house. But in the domestic department my 
own abilities are small ; indeed they have com- 
pletely died out for want of practice. Which 
signifies little; since, as I told Th&rese this 
morning — I shall probably never have a house 
to manage. 

She looked very sly, said, laughing, how did I 
know P and appealed to her father ; who, since 
her mother's death, two years since, has made 
her his constant companion. M. Q^iraud took 
no notice of Th^r^se's nonsense; he is a per- 
fectly well-bred man, just, generous, and kind, 
so much so, that in these years I have all but 
forgotten he is by birth the great object of my 
girlish antipathy— a Erenchman. 

He has been very kind to the boys too— my 
dear boys! of whom I am so proud. Ah, if 
their mother could but see them now! 
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Yet I have thanked Gfod that she could not 
see, that no one could see, all we have passed 
through; the struggles, the humiliations, the 
narrow, grinding penuiy ; and, had my health 
once failed, the awful spectre Want standing 
ever at the door. But I did not sink : a super- 
natural strength has borne me up through 
every thing; and He who gave it knows that 
strength was not my own. 

Now, though I am still faO. of anxieties — ^ter- 
rified when I see Aleck look delicate and weary ; 
or Harry's cheek sharpening out of boyhood 
into youth; I yet live in present peace, and 
trust in Providence for the time to come. 

Only, if I could hear of another situation 
before Therese's marriage! for I do not like 
taking my fidl salary when I teach her nothing, 
and am only as it were a fiiend and companion. 
But she and her father agree in compelling me 
to this, and I dare not refuse. 

Oh, Need — ^imperious Need — what a tyrant 
thou art ! 
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Strange things have befallen me to-day. 

Leaving Therese early, I thought I would 
walk round, as I have done once or twice, by 
a print-shop in Pall Mall, to see something 
I should surely see there. There is no need to 
make any secret about it : it was a likeness of 
some one whom I knew — before the world knew 
him, as it does now. 

Three years ago, I found in the "Times" 
newspaper Sir Godfrey Eedwood's maiden 
speech : he had entered Parliament. We were 
then rich enough to afford a newspaper, so I 
often tow his name in the Debates. Afterwards, 
when Henry wanted to take in " Chambers' 
Journal*' instead, I managed to read the "Times" 
at Therese' s house. 

Sir Godfrey Eedwood is a celebrated man 
now; so celebrated, that besides the print in 
the shop-window, round which I daily see a 
small crowd of curious gazers, I often catch in 
the common talk of strangers, the old j&miliar 
name. Nobody knows, what perhaps I have 
no right to tell, — ^that he was once a friend of 
mine. Nevertheless, it is quite natural that 
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I should feel proud of this; and it does not 
harm him, or any one, that I have pleasure 
in seeing his name in the newspaper, or in 
coming round now and then hj that print-shop, 
to look at his portrait — ^like, and jet unlike. 
He must have changed much since we knew 
him. 

To-day, as I stood at the shop-window, — an 
unlady-like act, it may be, but I feel I am now 
too old-looking and plainly dressed to mind 
much what I do, provided it is not wrong, — 
there came up a groom and a led horse. Its owner 
quickly passed out of the shop, and mounted ; 
then, just looking .round with a half-smile, that 
swept indifferently over the shop-window, the 
little crowd there, — and me, off he rode. 

It was the glimpse of a moment, but I could 
not be mistaken ; I have to-day seen GJodfrey — 
I mean. Sir Godfrey Eiodwood. 

And he did not know me ! But how could 
he ? The years which have made of him a 
man, have made me — yes, I am quite right in 
calling myself " an old woman." 

I turned my face again to the shop-window, 
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and gazed in upon a dazzle of black and white 
engravings, till a liand touched me, and some 
one said — *? Miss Lyne ?" I need not have 
started so, as it wfls only Th^r^se*s father. 

He said ''he had been vratching me a long 
time : was I then so very fond of prints ? — ^he 
would procure me as many rare ones as I liked." 
I thanked him, and was passing on, when I grew 
quite sick and weak — ^it was such a burning 
summer-day. 

M. Gf^iraud took my arm in his, very kindly ; 
and before I well knew how it was, I found 
myself crossing the Park with him, in the 
direction of my home. He said, I believe, that he 
wanted to consult with me about Th6r^se, or the 
future, or scHnething — I forget what exact reason 
he gave. But ere long we had reached a quiet, 
retired walk, and Therese's father was talking,, 
not about her, but about himself and me. 

I do not know much of love-making ; nor did 
he, this honest, generous-hearted, grave man of 
middle age, try to " make love." All I know is, 
that then and there, in that quiet shady walk, 
M. Giraud asked me to be his wife. 
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If he had been a foolish boy moddng me 
with silly, flattering speeches, or a young man 
whose passionate devotion might torture me 
with the memory of my own lost youth, I 
should have felt it less : but this man, — asking 
no lore, only the right of showing tenderness ; 
ready to be fisither, brother, friend, husband,— 
every thing— to poor forlorn me, — it went to my 
heart's core ! 

I believe I wept much ; but I am quite sure 
that I gave no answer of acceptance or en- 
couragement, which might afterwards smite my 
conscience. I rather think I said nothing at all ; 
for, hurrying me home, he left me ; telling me 
he would wait for my decision until next day. 

So this night I have to choose whether I ¥rill 
at once lay aside all my burden of worldly cares, 
and become a good man's cherished wife. It 
would be so, I feel; I know what he was to 
poor Madame Q^iraud, what he is to Th6rese and 
the younger three. That he is somewhat ad- 
vanced in years, I would not mind ; nor even 
that he is a ^Frenchman — ^when a Erenchman is 
a true man and a gentleman. 
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Then, my two brothers, fast growing up, need- 
ing soon to be established in the world. And 
he told me, among other things, that, from the 
day he married me, he should look upon Henry 
and Aleck in the light of his own children. 
That day, he wishes — and Ther&se too, he 
brought me her own written desire, — should be 
the same which removes his eldest daughter 
from his home. Only six weeks hence; — one 
brief six weeks ! — ^and I might be no longer a 
poor governess, but an honoured wife ! 

I feel almost bewildered. Such a change! 
not for me only, but for my dear bop. 
Surely I ought to forget every thing except 
them — to crush out the old life, to tread old 
feelings into dust, and so walk on that silent 
pathway — ^it is onh/ dust, now, — quite calm and 
smiling, up to the very church-door. But tkere^ — 
in the presence of God, before whom, as well as 
before my husband, I must take the marriage- 
vow — Dare I ? 

Ihave lifteddown aPrayerBook, — ^mymother's, 
— and read the whole marriage-service through. 

*' I require and charge you both (oi ye teiU 
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answer at the dreadful day of judgmeM^ when 
the secrets of all hearts shall he disclosed) that if 
either of you know any impediment — " 

" Wilt thou . . . forsaking all other, keep 
thee only unto him — " 

I closed the book. 

It is impossible! Poor I have been, very 
poor — ay, and very miserable ; but I have ever 
borne a clear conscience before G-od and man. 
So it shall still be. I will not perjure myself in 
the sight of Heaven; nor enter the married 
state with a lie upon my soul. 

I have written to-night to M. &iraud, telling 
him that circumstances have made me fixedly 
resolve not to marry, but to devote myself 
entirely to the care of my two brothers. He is 
of too generous a nature, and knows too well 
my firmness of purpose in all things, to attempt 
to change my resolution. 

One sentence I have on mature considera- 
tion added to my letter — that, should sickness 
or premature death prevent my fulfilling my 
duty towards my boys, I trust to him — 
the only man who ever really loved me — to 
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take care of Henry and Aleck untii they grow 
to be men. 

Now, as it is long past midnight, I shall lay 
me down, and try to sleep. Ah ! how quietly 
those sleep, who, as said a poor dying poet, 
whose poetry we used to read when I was 
young, "feel the daisies growing over them!" 
Grod forgiye me ! — me, that have two young 
souls of His giving to rear up for His eternity ! 
— I must not yet think of the " daisies." 



It has all ended as I hoped; and even my 
dear Therese has forgiven me. I trust, ere long, 
her excellent father may find a worthy companion 
for himself and a good mother for his Httle 
children : then my mind will be quite at rest. 

Though I have seen him no more, he has 
managed, through Therese' s husband, to find 
me some most acceptable pupils ; and he has 
never ceased his kindness to my boys. 

My dear mother used to say, when sometimes 
we talked, half jesting, of the wooers that were 
to come to me, " that it was usually a woman's 
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own fault, if in rejecting a lover she also 
lost a friend." I have proved deeply and thank- 
fully the truth of that saying. 



(Two jean intexrened here — ^two long, slow, silent yean. 
Of these no records remain, because — I burnt them. It 
was a great deal the best. Every one who can weed his 
life, or his life's outward eyidenoes, of all gloomy, erring, or 
hurtful memorials, is as much bound to do it, as he is bound 
to root out froth his garden all things that might prove pamfdl 
or injurious to those that come after him. 

We should always remember, that in the saddest human 
life all sadness necessarily ends when the tomb closes ; 
often, with God's blessing, long before then. And none of 
us, quitting the world, should leave behind us the thorns 
that have mercifully dropped off from our own brows, to 
cumber and fester younger feet. 

I am now, in my old age, a firm advocate for that blessed 
sunshine of existence, — a cheerful spirit, — ^which I believe 
to be, no less than a meek and quiet one, ** in the tight of 
God of great price**) 



Harry is, I do believe, and everybody says so, 
the* handsomest lad imaginable. I did so wish 
him to grow six feet high ; which desire seems 
very likely to be accomplished. He is strong, 
too; especially since last summer, when we 
D 2 
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were rich enough to go down to the sea. What 
a merry time we had ! and how Aleck, quiet and 
gentle as he is, became quite boisterous, and 
wanted to turn sailor. But the salt-water 
mania has died away in these two months ; 
for which somebody I know is very thankM. 
Any thing but red-coats and blue-jackets, — as 
I tell the boys when they talk of what they 
will be. 

What, aJas! Heaven only knows, for I do 
not. I can only find them bread from year to 
year. As to putting them to any profession, 
that is utterly impossible ; and somehow, with a 
feeling that may be wrong but yet is natural, 
I shrink from seeing Henry or Alexander Lyne, 
sprung from the old Lynes and Trevethlans of 
Cornwall, standing behind a counter, or running 
about as a lawyer's clerk. 

Still, the trial is not quite at hand. Harry's 
education is not finished yet ; and I wiU trust 
to that good Providence, which has hithe'rto 
enabled me to earn for them not merely 
necessaries but many comforts, still to make my 
way plain before me. 
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I think Hany will turn out a wonderfully 
clever youth, and that I did right, when good 
Mr. Eawlinson died, in straining every nerve 
that the lad should, go to King's College 
School for a year. He will be seventeen next 
October, and then — "Well, until then I will wait 
calmly : " Sufficient unto the day is" not only 
" the evil," but the anxious burden " thereof," 
"We never know what lightening the morrow 
may bring. 



... I wrote yesterday this last line. There 
must have been a good angel standing by, and 
smiling while I wrote. Ah, no! our "good 
angel" wore a human likeness — a likeness we 
all knew ! I write this with tears of joy, not 
so much for having found again an old friend, 
but for having also found, what amidst all doubt 
I never wholly lost, my feith in the ideal of my 
youth. 

If from this moment I were never to set 
eyes on the "good angel" I spoke of; or if, 
harder still, eyes whose kindness I value were 
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hencefortli to rest on me in utter strangeness, 
forgetfulness, or dislike; — I still should feel the 
happiness whicli I feel now. A happiness which 
being wholly without reference to myself, is as 
pure as that of some forced iconoclast, who, 
wakening &om a mis^ble dream, sees the broken 
idol sitting unshattered and godlike fair, naj, 
sees the imaged marble changed into the visible 
Diyinity. What matters it into what dim 
corner of the great world-temple one creeps, so 
that one knows the glorious presence is still 
abiding there ! 

— ^This is certaroly a little piece of insanity, 
worthy of the Felicia Lyne of old : but it is 
only temporary; I shall be "Miss Lyne the 
goyemess," to-morrow. 



After a day or two, I haye leisure and quiet- 
ness to write down the circumstance which has 
made such a change in the boys' future, and 
consequently in mine. 

It was the day of the prize-distribution at 
King's College; and Heniy had taken his 
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younger brother with him " to see the fun," as 
he boldly called it, — ^poor Harry! though I 
noticed how pale he was all breakfast-time — 
aware that his own fate hung upon the balance. 
Since, till their names are called out, none of 
the boys fcuow who are the winners of prizes. 

I could not go, for pleasure must always yield 
to duty, in my profession ; and I had two music 
lessons to give that afbemoon. 

Betuming home I found to my surprise that 
the lads were not come in; I should have 
been foolishly restless, only I knew Aleck's good 
sense, and how, had any disappointment befallen 
his brother, no one could calm him better than 
Aleck could. So I employed myself in seeing 
that dinnar was all ready, and in making the 
room neat — a weary business where there are 
two growing boys. And I am getting such a 
fidgetty particular old maid, — as Hany often tells 
me ; though he always kisses me afterwards, lest 
I should be vexed. • 

— How long I am in coming to my story ! 

It was six in the evening, and I was growing 
thoroughly wretched and frightened, when I 
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heard a knock, and a foot that could be none 
but Harry's, leaping up stairs (weKve on the 
drawing-room floor now). In a minute, the 
lad burst in, all delight, and Aleck afber him. 

"Oh! sister, sister, only gueps!" they both 
cried. 

" No ! don't let her guess," said a tliird voice ; 
and then I saw that a gentleman was with my 
boys. One — than whom I would sooner have 
expected to see an angel of heaven standing in 
our room ! 

" I should have known your face any where. 
Miss Lyne, though I fear you have forgotten 
mine." — He was mistaken in both these things ; 
but it did not signify. 

Very soon we had shaken hands cordially, 
and partly firom Harry, partly from Aleck, I 
began to hear how my brothers had met with 
Sir Godfrey Eedwood. 

He, now a man of consideration, had been 
invited to the disljfibution ; there in the Col- 
lege Hall, he had heard called out the name 
of Henry Trevethlan Lyne ; and seeing my boy 
walk up to receive his well-earned prize, had 

© 6 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



o 



BBEAD UPON THE WATEBS. 67 

made sure it was Ids old &yoiirite. Afterwards 
be had spoken to the lads, and they had told 
him our whole story. It was very different from 
the one my step-mother had given him concern- 
ing us, some eight years ago. No wonder he 
had suffered us gradually to drop out of his 
memory, unworthy a good man's thought. 

He dined with us that day, though the proud 
boys were rather shocked that he should see our 
humble board. And all that evemng, with the 
June sun slanting in upon his face, — in which the 
former boyish likeness gleamed strangely at times, 
though he is much changed by the thick mous- 
tache and beard he wears, foreign fashion, — Sir 
Godfrey Eedwood sat talking, sometimes gaily, 
sometimes thoughtfully, with "Miss Lyne the 
governess,'.' and her brothers. 

I saw in the first ten minutes, that despite 
his kind courtesy about knowing my face, he, 
too, was struck by the change which I so clearly 
perceive in myself; and that if the old " Felicia" 
had not been long swept out from what could 
have been at best a mere boyish memory, the 
sight of " Miss Lyne" had now made it, and all 
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belonging to it, irrevocably the past. It was 
weU for me that I bad discernment and 
strength of mind enough at once to assure my- 
self of this, so that our future intercourse may 
be, as indeed it is, perfectly free and unem- 
barrassed on either side. 

Sir Godfrey told us much of what had hap- 
pened to himself since the days when he used to 
visit at the Square. It was the ordinary life of 
a young man of fortune, filled up with many 
extravagances and follies, all of which he owned 
so freely, that one could plainly discern — even 
if his whole countenance, bearing, and the acci- 
dental nothings by which we judge of character, 
had not confirmed the fact — that there had been 
in him no vice ; that the son of his proud and 
virtuous mother was, as I had long learnt from 
other sources, the stay and glory of the Eed- 
wood house. 

His "wild oats," he said, had been sown early, 
abroad and at home, and he was now in the 
midst of manhood's grave and earnest career, 
— the career of one who deeply felt, that as 
regarded talents, influence, and the power of 
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doing good, to him much had been given, and of 
him much would surely be required. 

Harry asked him if he had been married ? to 
which he laughingly answered, '^ No, nor engaged 
either, though he had been in love and out of 
love at least a dozen times, as Master Harry 
would himsdf ere long." 

Then, turning to me, he changed his tone to 
seriousness, and spoke of all the cares he had 
had with his younger brothers and sisters, and 
what a happy and noble mistress his mother 
made at Eedwood Hail. '' It would be long ere 
I should find a Lady Sedwood like her," added 
he, smiling ; and then the conyersation died. 

But now comes that act of generosity, which 
I find my brother Henry and he had settled en- 
tirely between themselves before ever the matter 
was confided to me, though of course my nominal 
consent was to be asked as a seal to the bond. 

Sir Godfrey is about to proceed abroad as 
ehargS i^affcwrti at . He wishes to take 

with him Henry, who at seventeen — ^nay sixteen, 
for it wants three months to his birthday — is as 
manly-looking and manly-minded as many a 
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youth of twenty. He said, the boy should be his 
secretary, or attache^ — some nominal office, 
through which I see clearly his generous pur- 
pose of taking all care for Harry's future en- 
tirely upon himself. 

And Harry must go. It would break the 
lad* 8 heart did I refuse. I have no right to let 
any foolish scruple stand in the light of this,i;he 
sole chance that may ever offer of my darling 
brother's earning his bread and making his way 
in the world in the sole manner that his proud 
nature would ever thoroughly bend to — as a 
gentleman. Besides, as Sir Godfrey reminded 
me, this change in fortune only replaces Hany 
in the sphere where he was bom; since— -like 
water, the pure blood of the Treyethkns and 
the Lynes will always find its own level. 

When he said so, I smiled, and in my turn 
reminded him that I was still " the governess." 

"Well!" he answered, "and what is more 
honourable than a governess, when she is a 
kdy by birth, or at least by education^ as all 
governesses otight to beP What more noble 
than a woman who devotes her whole life to the 
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sowing of good seed, the firuitage of which she 
may nerer see ? If I have a wife and children,*' 
here his eyes smiled with some dim, dawning 
thought, ''I will teach them, that after father 
and mother there is no one on earth to whom 
they owe such reverence as to her on whom 
depends the formation not only of their intellect, 
but of their whole mind and character. But, 
accordingly, I will take care thiit this model 
governess is worthy of the trust, — a true lady, 
and more, a true woman, — ^in fact, just such a 
woman as you are yourself Miss Lyne." 

I had no answer to that. I — his children's 
governess ! 

Still, it ^ves me comfort to think he should 
so honour the sisterhood to which I belong — 
unto which I had joined myself in humiliated 
despair, untiL at last I began to wear my heavy 
chains as the badge of a worthy service, and to 
discover that every governess h£(s it in her 
power to make herself, and with herself all her 
fraternity, reverenced and honourable in the 
sight of the world. 
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Henry is gone away — Henry, my noble, band- 
some boy ! my right band and strongbold in tbe 
bitter days of adversity, which hardly seemed 
adversity when borne for him! But, please 
God ! there is only prosperity in store for him 
now. — Also, for me and little Aleck, still little, 
gentle, and pale. Eut Aleck shall go to coUege, 
if he likes, nevertheless ; for he too must be well 
educated, as is his brother. My mother's sons 
shall not be inferior in any way to the children 
who, I hear, cluster round my father's hearth, 
and will inherit his property. Well ! we envy 
them not. May they proye a comfort to his old 
age! 

To-night Aleck and I have sat for the last 
time in our old lodgings, from which we are 
now removing nearer town. I cannot walk so 
well as I used to do, and we need better rooms, 
since the situation I have now obtained through 
Sir Godfrey Eedwood, and which I have promised 
him to hold until he and Harry return home, is 
one of a higher class and higher salary than any 
I have hitherto had. Think of my teaching a 
little Lady Anne ! 
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She is the youngest daughter of a poor earl— 
I see he is poor for an earl; but he Hves in 
honest retirement, keeping within his means ; 
which is doubtless the reason why Sir Gh)d&ey 
honours him so much. I honour him too, and 
his three fair daughters, as cordially as if they 
had not "a handle" to their pretty Christian 
names. 

A quiet yet somewhat dull tea we had, Aleck 
and I ; and then we sat in the twilight, talking, 
and watching the shadows in the room, which 
now seems meaa yet once appeared to us mag- . 
nificent, compared to the former back-parlour. 
The poor old room, which has seen so much ! 
"We ahnost grew sad to think we should no 
more watch the street-lamp's glimmer creeping 
in along the wall, so pleasant and dim — besides 
often saying us an hour or two of candle-light, 
in times when every small saving was of pathetic 
value. Ah ! the poor old room ! 

Soon we broke off talking of the past to specu- 
late on the dawning fiiture,and to wonder whether 
it would be two years, three, or four ere Harry 
came back ! and if so, what a man he would be ! — 
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Especiallj when in the constant society of such 
a perfect gentleman as Sir Godfrey Bedwood. 
Aleck quite envied him that ; for Aleck, with all 
his quietness, has an exquisite taste for the 
refinements of life. Nay, coming one day to 
fetch me home, he has quite fallen in love with 
my little Lady Anne, and I hear of nothing else 
from morning till night. The foolish boy ! Sii- 
t^n and five feet four to adore eleven and four 
feet nothing! But Aleck is a young poet, 
and so, as I tell him, must fain begin 
the usual destiny of poets — to be always in 
love ! 

Love ! — Have I, even I, begun lightly to use 
that solemn word ? . 

Aleck is at last gone to bed, and I have taken . | 
away his candle, lest he should set the house on I 
fire through reading novels, which would be a ' 
pretty climax to our long abiding here. ' 

I go up to my own room, and in its solitary 
silence think of many things — chiefly, of the | 
steamer which, under this same midnight moon, i 
is floating down the broad Thames, and bearing i 

with it my best treasures in this world, — ^bearing ' 
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them to a future, in which as regards neither, 
shall I have in time to come any share or claim. 
Both will erQ long have taken to their hearts 
much nearer ties. To-night Aleck made me 
laugh, by prophesying that it would not be very 
many years before I dandled on my knees Harry's 
children : — and Sir Godfrey Eedwood gaily pro- 
mised I should be govemess to his ! All these 
jests will one day come true ; and then I,— this 
one solitary I-^ 

No matter ! — May'st Thou, God, receive the 
life-sacrifice on which, year by year, I have thrown 
all that was lovely and precious in my eyes, and 
so make the offering — worthless of itself— sweet 
and acceptable in Thine ! 
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That boy Aleck! that foolish, comical, im- 
pressible fellow ! — 

(This must have been written two years or more after the 
time when Harry went away, and I began to teach the 
Ladies Airlie. I say *' the Ladies Airlie/' because, in ad- 
dition to my own pupil, I used occasionally to give music- 
lessons to Lady Dorothy and Lady Maud. In fact, I was 
very much with them all; more like a friend than a 
governess. Those two years were a bright portion of my 
life ; I was very happy (for me) ; so happy, that I scarcely 
ever touched my journal.) — 

That boy Aleck wiU certainly go crazy after 
his little goddess ! He has had three other 
child-sweethearts in eighteen months, and now 
he has come back to " my bonnie Ladie Ann." 
I can now hear him singing to himself that same 
ballad of Allan Cunningham's, fragments of which 
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he indulges me with at breakfast and tea, some- 
thing about 

" The cherry lip, the creamy loof. 
Or the waist o' Ladie Ann/' 

generally going through the whole poem, until 
he gets to 

<< I am her father's gardener kd ;" 

at which he pauses, and looks as proud as 
if the ghosts of all the ancient Ljues and Tre- 
Yethlans were peering out from the eyes of their 
young descendant. My patience aliye ! (a haim- 
less expletive that, though it seems ridiculous 
enough when written,) what is to be done with 
the boy ? 

He wants sadly a little reality — some active, 
busy, earnest life, such as is led by his brother. 
How happy Harry seems! and how beautiful 
his letters are! gradually toning down into 
manliness. I think on the whole, that though 
not so much of a dreamer, he wiU turn out a 
finer character than Aleck. But then Aleck is 
always with me, and one's heart clings so 
E 2 
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closely to those that are away. " One's heart 
clings so closely to those that are away !" — How 
much truth there is in these words ! 



-3- 



It was my birthday yesterday; a fact which 
little Lady Anne coaxed out of me, seeing I 
looked rather grave. She also won from me 
another secret, which, indeed, I had no reason or 
design to keep, — that I was thirty-one years old. 

Thirty-one years old ! — It is time I put up my 
** pretty, pretty curls," which, through a foolish 
fancy, I have carefully kept all these years. No- 
body would ever be so blind as to call them 
" pretty'* now ; and whatsoever I did with them, 
nobody would notice the change. So to-morrow 
I will begin wearing my hair quite plain, which 
is indeed much more suitable to any one who is 
no longer a girl. 

Lady Dorothy and Lady Maud both gave me 
birthday-presents— quick, warm-hearted, impul- 
sive gifts. Moreover, which was better than the 
gifb, Lady Maud kissed me, bending over me 
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with her silent, tall, graceful, white-lily-like air, 
I greatly admire Lady Maud* But merry, 
frank-spoken Lady Dorotty thought it a very 
dreadful thing to be thirty-one years old, es- 
pecially when one was not married, and ap- 
parently did not intend to be; which, she 
politely observed, was certainly Miss Lyne's own 
fault, and a very disgraceful determination, too ! 

I laughed, and Lady Maud, whose words, 
though rare, are always as fragrant as the per- 
fume that comes out of a white-lily-cup — ^there 
my fantastic simile holds good! — Lady Maud 
said, " It mattered little : whether old or young, 
married or unmarried, a woman like Miss Lyne 
was sure to be happy." 

Happy! — ^Alone, in my own home, I sit and 
ponder over that word. 

I go out into the world, and see other homes 
full of selfishness, misery, and strife : — mine is all 
peace ; there is never in it a shadow of disquiet 
or contention. Except, to be sure, when Aleck 
persists in sitting up writing poetry till two in 
the morning. 

I see around me restlessness, ennui, young 
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lives wasted in doing nothing,— until out of the 
dull void of an aimless existence graduallj- forms 
a chaos, seething continually with all its elements 
of passion and of pain, from which nothing 
but the touch of a Divine hand will ever evolve 
a perfect orb. Now, my life, — steadily roUing 
on, with rarely a moment left for weariness or 
regret, every day bringing its duties, and every 
night closing them in rest,— would I change ? 
— JSTo. 

Young people come to me with their troubles, 
especially love-troubles ; poor frenzied strugglers 
through the seas which all must cross ; dashed 
from rock to rock,* of fete, or folly, or wrong, each 
one thinking there is in the whole world no other 
sufferer, at least no greater sufferer, than he. 
I sit and listen so quietly, am sorry for all, and 
try to help all ; while my outward smile creeps 
peacefully into my own inward heart, with a 
consciousness that there are some portions of 
the solemn life-journey which no one ever has 
to pafls through twice. 

Yes, I think Lady Maud's chance saying was 
true ; I believe I am truly " happy." 
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Was there not an ancient sage who said, " 'No 
man can be pronounced truly happy untU he 
dies?*' 



— Who would have thought it P who could have 
told P So unexpected, too ! But, as Aleck was 
saying only that very day, every thing in the 
fortunes of our fSanuly seems to happen suddenly. 

We two were sitting at tea, on Gk)od Friday, 
of all days in the year : I thinking what I should 
do during a week of entire holiday, and Aleck 
rather glum, because, though Lady Dorothy 
had called him "her poet-laureate," — Lady 
Maud had said, in her gracious and gentle way, 
what good a little country air would do to a 
delicate boy, — and little Lady Anne had openly 
declared she would ask her godmother, Mrs. 
Eedwood, to invite him with them to Dorset- 
shire ; — still Easter was come, and they had all 
gone down, save, alas ! poor Aleck, to Eedwood 
Hall. 

I had told the boy it was a foolish dream, and 
that, despite " all the blood of all the Howards," 
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t. e. the Treyethlans, and all the gentle humilitj 
of the impoverished noble honsehgld, there was 
a great difference between them and us ; that he 
was still but a college-student, and brother of 
" the governess.'* But at eighteen one does build 
such airy palaces ! '^ Every man his own 
Aladdin," as I said merrily. " Youths running 
about barefoot and contented, each with the 
lamp in his bosom." 

Aleck laughed, declaring I was growing quite 
poetical ; so, just for Am, and to pass time away, 
we began speculating what we each would do, 
had we the lamp or the ring. 

My foolish boy quickly built in imagination a 
palace, very Aladdinish, on the banks of Winder- 
mere (whither I had managed to send him after 
his illness last autumn) ; and was just creating 
a princess to put into it, which princess strongly 
resembled a full-grown Lady Anne, — ^when he 
recollected I had not had my turn. 

He said, " Now, sister, what would you wish 
for?" 

I was silent a moment, remembering the days 
when I used to wish " at the moon ;" but I am 
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not SO simple now. So I began to build my 
Aladdin-palace of real stones — ^possibilities. 

" Then, Aleck, I think if we were sitting just 
as we are, — I am sure we are very comfortable, 
— and if, instead of Henry's next letter, which 
ought to come this week, there were to come — " 

"Henry?'* 

I smiled, and was going on, when — I can only 
state, not explain, the odd coincidence — there 
was a loud, sudden knock at the street-door. 
Following the knock, came the old quick-bound- 
ing footstep, — three stairs at a time, — ^and Harry 
was in the room ! 

Ay, my own Harry, my real Harry ! though 
he was six feet high, with a deep, firm voice, 
and an awful moustache and beard ; — ^though he 
lifted his Httle old sister right up into his arms, 
frightening her almost out of her seven senses, 
and by his foreign and stylish appearance so awed 
Aleck that for the first minute or two, the lad 
hardly ventured to speak to his brother ;— still 
— still — ^he was our own Harry ! j 

I had, I thank God ! such entire joy in seeing 
him, such perfect home-delight, that I never 
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once thought whether Harry had come here 
alone. 

He had done so, as he very soon told us ; Sir 
Godfrey haying gone down at once to Bedwood 
HaU. 

We had tea a second time for our Hany — the 
old pleasant tea-making, which he seemed to 
enjoy so much, and remember so tenderly. 
He even reminded me of the winter nights 
when I used to stretch OYet between him and 
Aleck, lying like lazy puppies on the hearth, and 
make the toast by the parbur-fire. My dear 
Harry ! — 

He has grown up a perfect gentleman : how 
could he else, under the influence of such a 
friend P Better than all, my boy has kept his 
own pure heart, only guided into experience by 
one that is not only pure but wise. 

In every way Sir Godfrey Bedwood has ful- 
fOled his trust, and Henry's attachment to him 
knows no bounds. That my brother, my darling 
brother, should owe every thing to the man 
whom I always held to be the best man on 
earth, — is not this happiness? A happiness. 
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that perhaps is better, deeper, truer, than what 
I might have deemed such, once ! 

Hany says that Sir Godfrey Eedwood is very 
well in health, and full of joy at comrug home. 
He sent likewise a kind message to Harry^s 
sister, saying I should hear from him soon. 



I have' heard we are all to go down on a three- 
days' visit to Eedwood Hall. I would fain have 
declined, being, as I told the boys, half-frightened 
at the Honourable Anne Bedwood, whom I have 
never seen since the days when I visited her as 
a " young lady at home." She might be proud 
toward Miss Lyne the governess. But my two 
brothers, who seem to have fairly taken rule 
over me, will hear no excuse. 

Besides, Henry longs for the Dorsetshire 
shooting, and, as he told me privately, desires 
to hear more of a plan which Sir Grodfrey has all 
but settled for his future career, in which he, 
Henry Trevethlan Lyne, is to bring great honour 
back to the old family. God bless the hand 
that makes my boy so happy ! 
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Also, Aleck is urgent for the visit. He knows 
he shall meet there his two great patronesses- 
Lady Dorothy and Lady Maud, to say nothing 
of his child-goddess, his "bonnie Lady Ann." 
For me, I shall meet- 
But I shall meet likewise, what every where 
has encompassed and sustained me — ^the strength, 
counsel, and guard of Him who has never forsaken 
me, nor wiU forsake me, even unto the end. 



O 



The first day and night of our visit are over. 

"We arrived just half an hour before dinner ; 
and I saw no one till I had descended* I was 
nervous and trembling : it was ten years since I 
had been on a visit any where, at least in such a 
stately house as this. It was a positive terror to 
me to descend the stairs, until at the foot I per- 
ceived some one waiting for me« At first I drew 
back, — tiU I saw it was only Harry, my own 
kind Harry. 

He laughed at me merrily ; and I went in the 
drawing room quite bold and proud, — oh! so 
proud ! — leaning on my boy's arm. 
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p 

I cannot tell much about the meeting, except 
that Mrs. Eedwood was very gracious, even 
tender, for her ; that she said I was scarcely at 
all altered (ah ! but she only saw me by lamp- 
light, and with her feeble, aged eyes), and that, 
what touched me most, she called me by my 
girl-name, Felicia. 

For her son, he couldnotbe otherwise than kind. 

When dinner was announced. Sir Godfrey left 
Lady Maud, with whom he was conversing, and 
took me down stairs. I did not expect that. 
From her smile, I think she must have told him 
to do it ; showing me by this courtesy that I 
still held my old position in society. K so, it 
was a gentle and generous act, like Lady Maud. 

Once in the evening, when a cluster of the 
family-party was gathered round the fire, Sir 
Q-odfrey telling us some story of his life abroad, 
and Lady Maud standing to listen, her elbow 
resting on the low marble chimney-piece, — it 
seemed to me that the "white garden-lily" 
looked like that flower when the sun comes by and 
shines upon it, making it not only pure but 
thoroughly translucent with beauty and delight. 

Q — — ■ 6 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



o 

78 BBEAD UPON THE WA.TXBS. 

I wonder, did any one else see ber with mj 
eyes ? 

This morning, after breakfast, Sir Oodfirey 
Sedwood asked me to walk with him, that he 
might show me the conservatories ; and there, 
sitting down under a fair orange-tree, with the 
sun shining in upon all sorts of gorgeous flowers 
he has brought home from abroad, he talked 
with me long and seriously of the fixture — of my 
brother's fixture. 

He says, that he intends entering public life 
under the new ministry, and that Harry, now 
more than twenty years old, shall be his secre- 
tary, or have a goveriiment appointment, as may 
be. The boy is able and willing to carve out 
his own fortunes now ; and will be placed where 
he need not dread that one word — ^which Sir 
Godfi^y never uaea—^atronoffe. He wiU be 
independent, too, though not rich; and, as I 
said, Henry and I between us can give Aleck 
what he desires — a college-education, to fit him 
for the Church ; so that, in every way, the path 
before us is straight. 

And here came in Sir Godfirey's gene- 

O- O 
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rosity, wliich I can hardly think of without 
tears. 

He asked me about ray health, — ^if I were 
happy, — if I should not be lonely when Aleck was 
at Cambridge, — and if, as my younger brother's 
college expenses could easily be managed, (ah ! 
I knew how !) I would consent to give up teach- 
ing, and, just till Harry wanted me to keep his 
house, settle in a pretty little cottage there was 
near Sedwood HaU P He said all this with some 
confusion and hesitation; but,— let me quite 
assure myself of that fact,— only the hesitation' 
of a delicate generosity, to which the mere act of 
seeming to bestow fiayours is a pain. 

For me, if I were somewhat agitated, he would 
easily attribute it to a shnilar cause. 

I answered, that I had always lived independent, 
and wished it to be so to the end ; — ^that it was 
much better I should stiU remain a governess. 
Only, as I had rather be with those I loved than 
with strangers, perhaps he would use his in- 
fluence that I might stay permanently with little.. 
Lady Anne. 

"When I said "use his influence," he half 
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smiled ; then looked sad, and said gravely, that 
he had no influence in the Airlie family except 
as an ordinary friend. 

(Then, things are not yet quite as I imagined !) 
Sir Gk)dfrey, after a pause, continued the con- 
versation. "With true delicacy, he did not op- 
pose my wish; and I shall still earn my own 
bread honourably and usefully. It is far the 
best : an idle life would kill me. "Work, con- 
stant work, is the sustainer, cheerer, and phy- 
sician of the soul. 

But that fact alters not the noble kindness of 
this most noble man, kindness of which I can 
hardly write or speak, but which I shall remem- 
ber while I live. 

After our talk we joined the others, untillcame 
up softly into my own room, to be quiet and rest. 

Henry provided for, placed where his career 
through life lies, humanly speaking, in his own 
hands ; Aleck given his heart's desire : — ^how 
happy my two boys will be ! And how thankful, 
solemnly and deeply thankful, am I ! 

Sitting at my little Gothic window, I can see 
him, — ^I mean Sir Godfrey, — walking on the 
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lawn, with Lady Dorothy and little Lady Anne. 
How happy he looks ; happy as a man must be 
who diffuses happiness wherever he sets his foot. 
Such a man I knew he would become! God 
bless him — God evermore bless him ! And what 
does it signify how far off one stands from great 
treasures, eternally set aside, when one knows of 
a certainty that the gold has not become dim, 
that the fine gold will never change ! 

" Bonnie Ladie Ann" comes this instant bound- 
ing in at my door, discomposing all my thoughts. 
She is a thorough little elf of mischief; nobody 
would ever dream she was an earl's daughter. 
Nothing will serve her now but that I must 
come into the chestnut-alley, where Sir Godfrey 
has had put up for her a most aerial and magni- 
ficent swing i where, moreoever, he is actually 
going to swing her himself, and the merry, 
frolicsome Lady Dorothy too. They say I must 
go, if only to play propriety among such madcaps. 

So I must just finish my journal in the after- 
noon. 
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" In the aftemoorC^ — these are the last words 
I find written down in the journal so long put 
aside. 

Since then, many, many afternoons — ^many 
days, weeks, months — ^have gone by ; and out of 
it all I wake, as out of a night-mare dream, to 
live the remainder of my life — how? — Gk)d 
knoweth ! 

I think it will do me good to write down a 
plain account of the strange things which hap- 
pened, beginning from that moment — ^whioh the 
sight of these pages causes to seem fresh as yes- 
terday, — when I laid them safely by, the ink 
scarce dry, took the little child's hand, and, 
almost as gay as a child myself, ran with Lady 
Anne to the chestnut alley. 

I had always a great love for the sight of 
chestnut trees in spring. These were very beau- 
tiful— greart towering pyramids of soft green, for 
they had not yet come into flower. I remember 
Sir Gk)dfrey showed me a bud, and reminded me 
of my once saying, in my girlish nonsense, that 
if ever I owned a park, I would plant it all over 
with horse-chestnut trees. At which both I and 
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they all laughed, — ^we were merrj enough to 
laugh at every thing. For me, it seemed as if a 
spell were over me, some sunny reflex from my 
former days. Once I quite started at the sound of 
my own mirth ; nay, even Sir Godfrey Bedwood 
turned round, and said cordially and merrily, 
"Why, that's right! Tou are laughing just 
like Pelicia Lyne." 

Prom this strange excitement I can only 
account for my doing — ^what in a staid old maid 
and a governess might seem rather out of place, — 
namely, that I joined in the frolic, and suffered 
myself to be persuaded to take my turn with 
Lady Dorothy and Lady Anne in the swinging, 
an amusement of which in my girlish days I 
used to be passionately fond. 

It made all those girlish days come back again : 
I can feel it now — the wild delight of flying 
through the air, every minute higher and more 
daring, touching the leaves of lofby boughs, 
which nothing touched but the birds ; sweeping 
backwards — forwards — with my bonnet falling 
ofl*, and my hair dropping over my face ; hear- 
ing Lady Dorothy clap her hands, and little 
r 2 
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Lady Anne screani with delight. Even Sir 
Godfrey, forgetting himself, cried "Bravo, 
FeKcia!" entering into the scene with all the 
excitement of a boy. 

I remember, too, that he said something 
about " swinging me straight, on account of the 
tree" — an old withered trunk that stood near, 
rather in the way ; and that I laughed at the 
notion of danger, when he was there. 

So I was dashed on from height to dizzy 
height, his great strength urging me forward, 
till once, when his hand was on the rope, little 
Lady Anne cried out suddenly — 

"There's Maud!" 

I felt the swing sweep forward aslant, then 

a heavy crushing blow — darkness — ^and no more 
******* 

When many hours, nay, days, afterwards, my 
right senses came into me again, I awoke to the 
knowledge, kept from me for a long time, yet 
gradually revealed, that I should be disfigured 
and crippled for life. 

The only balm to this misfortune, was the con- 
sciousness tt'^^^handhad unwittingly causedit all. 
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(Writing this sentence, and confessing this 
thought, I feel to be selfish ; yet it was true.) 

I believe Sir Godfrey Redwood was for many 
days almost out of his mind with grief. He 
could not feel what I did — ^that any thing coming 
from him, was to me far less bitter than had it 
come from any one else* And, as even my two 
poor distracted boys must have seen at once, and 
did see, — ^the whole circumstance was so entirely 
an accident* 

Of course, I cannot recollect any thing of the 
time when my life was in danger; and every 
one has appeared reluctant to speak of it to me 
afterwards. Only, as I now and then hear, it 
was a terrible time to them all. It seems very 
strange to think of the Eedwoods and Airlies 
hanging, as it were, on my breath — such a frail, 
useless breath as mine. 
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, . . I write this account in pauses, as my 
strength is still not great. # * # * 

It is always painful to dwell on sickness ; and 
in this mournful world we ought never to give 
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to ourselves or others a single unnecessaiy pain. 
I sball quite pass over mj long illness ; out of 
which I woke, and found the haryest ripened, 
and the reapers reaping, around Bedwood Hall. 
It was exactly like wakening into a new world. 
Only, not that world into which, I pray Qod, I 
may one day awake, to be, instead of what 
I am now, evermore beautiful, active, and full of 

joy. 

The first time I quitted my room was quite like 
a triumphal procession ; for all the Ladies Airlie 
had come down from London to see me : indeed, 
Lady Maud had been more or less at Bedwood 
Hall the whole time. Sir Godfrey's public 
duties kept him much from home, which was a 
blessing: it must have been great torture to 
him, to come back while I was miserably lying 
there. They would not let me see him all the 
while. 

Therefore, our first interview occurred when 
I was comparatively weU. I was alone when 
he came in, — ^he had begged that it might be so, 
— ^and — but my heart fails me when I recollect 
those two hours. 
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" Forgiveness ! '* — forgiveness from me ! That, 
looking in my face, which much suffering must 
have changed considerably and doubtless made 
quite old, he should have burst into such uncon- 
trollable agony! That he should have kissed 
my poor, thin right-hand, — ^the only one he 
could kiss, — and that I should have laid it on 
his head,— his noble head !— telling him I was 
quite happy and regretted nothing, except that I 
could no longer be a governess. 

He seemed to shudder at the word, and 
passionately assured me that I should never want 
any thing his whole fortune could bestow, — that 
his own sister should not be more honoured, or 
regarded more tenderly than I. 

— I am quite sure, and was then, that the word 
" sister'* burst from him instinctively, as being 
the very impulse and echo of his thoughts. It 
was well that I noted this, otherwise, from the 
passionate emotion of his whole manner under 
the agony of such a time, I might, as has 
happened often to weak women, have been some- 
what led astray, so as to form erroneous con- 
clusions. 
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Afterwards, when he had become more him- 
self, and his mother and Lady Dorothy had 
joined us, he insisted on taking Harry's place, 
and carrying me into the other drawing-room. 
I could say nothing, being very much exhausted. 
And so it happened, that while he was holding 
me, I fainted in his arms. I believe, for an 
hour, they all thought I was dead ; I wish — ^but 
no ! I will not utter that sinful longing. 

After I had recovered, I was left to sleep ; 
ay, and did sleep, heavily too, for a long time. 

Waking at length, it was to an atmosphere of 
such twilight dinmess and silence, that I hardly 
recognized my own room. My brain must still 
have been somewhat confused, as I remember 
thinking I was really dead, and lying quite 
still and motionless, Uke a corpse, until gradually 
I gathered up my ideas. 

The white curtains were closely drawn, so that 
I could see nothing ; but I began to distinguish 
a soft sound of talking, and to recollect that I 
had gone to sleep, with those two kind girls — ^in 
whom it was the least of their nobility that they 
were an earl's daughters — sitting by my bedside. 
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Lady Dorothy was speaking in a whisper, but 
still with that strong energy which, as in all im- 
pulsiye characters, continually gleamed through 
her mirth. 

*^ I tell you, Maud, as I told him this day, he 
ought:' 

"If *he oughty and thinks so himself. Sir 
Godfrey will probably do it: he always does 
what ia right," was the answer, very slow and 
quiet, even for Lady Maud. 

"It would be right; it ia what a generous 
man ought to do ; it is the only reparation he 
can make her. I told him so." 

" And what did he say ?" 

" Nothing 1 he seemed shocked, — stunned, as 
if he had never thought of it before. Tet it is 
not such a wonderful thing. If her health re- 
turns, even lame as she is, and will be always, 
he might have a worse wife than Felicia Lyne." 

"Hush! softer!" 

But the caution was too late; I heard all 
clearly now : for which, most earnestly I now 
thank God! 

"So you think," said Maud tremulously, — 
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" SO you really think she cared for him ? He 
once confessed that, long ago, when he was 
quite a boy, he was half in love with her. And 
any one whom he loved or who loved him — ^Yes ; 
I am glad you told him he ought to marry her." 

Then again fell around me the silence— the 
twilight gloom — ^ahnost like that of the grave ; 
but crossed by floating shadows as of another 
world. 

In the midst of it, I heard Lady Maud softly 
rise, and go out; and then I called to Lady 
Dorothy, said I had wakened much better, and 
bade her go downstairs. 

Next morning I heard accidentally that Sir 
Godfrey Eedwood had been obliged to leave 
hastily for town. I do not know any thing 
more that passed in the household: all things 
to me seemed a strange, dizzy dream; and I 
noticed no one but Lady Maud. 

The "white lily" never bent nor drooped; 
but looked wan-like, as though in the coming 
shadow of its life's first storm. 
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Two or three days after then, when I was 
beginning to feel myself again, I received a 
letter &om Sir Godfrey Bedwood, It contained 
an offer of his hand. 

All in it was said nobly, frankly, truly. He 
told me, — what I was glad to know, — that he had 
loved me, boyish-fashion, for a little while, until 
circumstances made our paths so different ; and 
a man cannot live upon a dream, as sometimes 
women do. He made no allusion to my loving 
him, or his loving me, now ; but merely offered 
me his hand, with the promise of spending his 
whole life in honouring me and in securing my 
happiness. 

My happiness ! As if I would have accepted 
a whole life-time of joy, did it cost him one 
sacrifice, one regret ! 

I answered his letter, saying, not untruly, 
that I had long given up all thoughts of marry- 
ing; and that it would be much better for us 
both that he should still hold me, in the words 
he had lately used, as his " sister." There was 
no need to say any more. 

In so doing I took counsel of no one, told no 
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one, except Lady Maud. To her I mentioned 
the mere facts of hie letter and of mine, that 
she might know how nobly he had acted. She 
listened quite silently, as she sat by my bedside, 
only I saw, for one of the few times in her life, 
her failing tears : then she left me to sleep. I 
did not sleep, but lay all night quiet and happy, 
happier than for many years, thinking a little of 
this world, but more of the world to come, — of 
my mother, — and of God. 

The next day Sir Godfrey Eedwood wrote me 
a long, affectionate, brother-like letter, pledging 
himself to that affection which I desire to keep, 
and believe I shall keep, to my dying hour. 

— The day after that, he came home. Lady 
Maud and my two brothers were with me when 
he entered. He met me with cordial tenderness 
and joy, and when his eye fell on the " white 
my"— 

I need not say more, but that that happened 
which was sure and right to happen ; — ere the 
week ended, we all knew that there would be at 
last a Lady Eedwood of Bedwood Hall, 
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I have thus told all that has happened within 
this year, which has now -circled round to its 
close. 

In the early spring, Lady Maud Airlie wiQ be- 
come Sir Godfrey's wife ; and Mrs. Eedwood will 
necessarily form a new establishment. She has 
asked me to come and live with her, at aU events 
for a year or two ; but I had rather go home — 
to the quiet and comparatiyely humble home 
made for me by my dear Harry. I cannot tell 
clearly how things are settled, as since I have 
been ill, he and Sir Godfrey do with me as they 
please. I only know that Harry says, " Sister, 
come home ;" I shall go to him, and be at rest. 

With this year begins a new life, if indeed 
I live, as the physicians say I may, — and as 
I would desire, though from one only reason, that 
my living on for a few years longer might save 
from pain him with whom my death would leave 
^ continual pang. But, in any case, I shall write 
my journal no more. 



O 



y Google 



p o 

9J! BBEAD UPON THE WATEBS. 



"No more!" — Well! a resolution kept for 
fifteen years may be considered sufficiently 
strong ; and so now, having all but crossed the 
half-century of existence, I may be at liberty to 
finish my journal. 

I don't think, though, that I ever shall find 
time to finish it. All the day I am as busy as 
busy can be ; and besides, how can one write with 
the nursery overhead, and hearing through the 
ceiling the pattering feet of such a host of little 
Lynes ? If Auntie cannot run about the house, 
they can, goodness knows ! The mamma of them 
had need to be the sensible, energetic woman 
she is — Mrs. Henry Trevethlan Lyne ! 

I wrote down once, in strange foreboding, the 
old heathen apothegm, " No man can be called 
truly happy until he dies." I add to it now the 
Christian saying, " No man can be called truly 
unhappy until he dies." That is, so long as God 
gives life. He also gives the possibility of en- 
during and even enjoying it. 

I did not learn to think so all at once. Mid 
even now I have occasional fits of depression, hard 
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enough to l)ear ; but my abiding sense is that 
of great peace, cheerfulness, and thankfulness. 
Some people even go the length of calling the 
little sitting-room, where of necessity I am much 
confined, the " Bird's Nest," from its being an 
atmosphere so cheery, pleasant, and warm. — Of 
which title I, the owner bird, am mightily 
proud. 

It was some years before I regained the 
use of my left arm; and even now I can 
scarcely manage to walk. But my darling 
Harry was to me from the first as " feet to the 
lame ;" and since he married, I have gradually 
gained six pairs of little trotters, all at my 
service from morning till night : so I sit in as 
lazy state as an eastern empress. 

Only, at intervals, finding it impossible to be 
idle, I give up "the empress," and turn once 
more governess, quite in amateur fisishion, with no 
other salary than -kisses. With this excuse, I 
gather into my bird's nest whole flocks of young 
folk, not only our own tribe, but those of other 
I people. In this way there came to me last week, 
I as they do not seldom, the little Godfrey and 
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Anne Redwood. I think, after all, I love those 
two chfldren best ! 

Lady Dorothy — ^poor and portionless as she 
was — ^has gained a strawbeny-leaf coronet ; but 
'^ little Lady Anne" is still Lady Anne Airlie. 
Time enough! — and except that such a climax 
would be quite too romantic, save in a story — 
I have now and then vague notions that when 
Aleck gets — what Sir Godfrey Bedwood tells me 
he is quite sure of ere long, we might possibly 
hear of '^ the Dean of So-and-so and Lady Anne 
Lyne." 

Mentiomng Sir Godfrey's name, I can but 
add to it — ^what all the world adds — a blessing. 
May that blessing follow him, as such a noble 
man deserves, to his life's end ! 

I have no more to say. 
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BENEVOLENT INSTITUTION. 



** There is so much pleasure in conferring kindness, that 

it has always seemed to me an exceeding indulgence of God 

to command that as a duty, which is in truth one of our 

highest enjoyments/' 

Bishop Heber. 

As this little book is one of the hallowed 
offerings laid by Genius on the shrine of Bene- 
volence, it may not be uninteresting to state 
briefly a few particulars of the Institution, for 
which it has been so kindly written. 

The necessity for such a Society was evident, 
long before any active measures were taken for 
its establishment; and its first royal patron, 
the late Duke of Cambridge, in taking the 
chair at the first Public Meeting, May 25, 1843, 
expressed his astonishment that such a work had 
then to be he^un. It did, indeed, seem strange 
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and sad, that ladies, usually well bom and 
always well educated, to whom parents en- 
trusted their dearest treasures — the setting of 
their richest jewels — ladies, who were consi- 
dered unfit for their position, unless possessed 
of cultivated minds, refined manners, pure 
morals and sound religious principles, should 
yet, if unable to make a provision against the 
time of age, or sickness, have no resource to 
which they had a bight to apply, ilo assistance 
as a class, which almost every dbher class 
received from public feeling and consideration. 
The design then laid before the ^public met 
with ready and generous co-operatihn. In the 
very first Eeport, six hundred names were 
enrolled as its supporters ; and since that time 
the list has swelled to as many thousands ; and 
we listen with confidence to the prophetic teach- 
ing of Hope and Experience, w^o " bear a glass 
that shows us many more." 

After nine years* devotion to the cause, having 
known the daily and the hidden life of hundreds, 
we might say of thousands, the name oovebkess 
has become to us a claim at once on our esteem. 
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our respect, and our sympathy. It implies to 
us the willing resignation of aU the happiness of 
home, yet a steady self-forgetfulness for the sake 
of the dear ones left there — a fulfilment of the 
highest duties, without any of the rewards which 
men can earn by ambition and perseverance ; and, 
too often, the picture closes with an old age of 
silent privation ; infirm, with no fond child to 
aid ; chilled, yet dreading to expend another 
sixpence on firing ; suffering the daily martyr- 
dom of the scanty meal, the nightly torture 
of the hard bed. Oh ! little do they imagine, 
who heap soft cushions round some cherished 
parent, an^ tempt the failing appetite with 
anxious care, little can they fancy of the strug- 
gles which we bee and kbtow ! 

The first ^p»nch carried out in the Society's 
operations, [and commenced, indeed, within six 
weeks of this meeting,] was that of giving 
Temporary Assistance to Gk)vernesses, by a 
Committee of Ladies, to help them over times 
of difficulty or distress. There is no small 
evidence of the urgent need of such an Insti- 
tution in the fact, that about a thousand ladies 
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have applied for aid. The widowed mother, 
unable from her goyemess-eamings to dothe 
the goyemesB-daughter for her first situation; 
— ^the daughter, unable to resume her duties, 
because unable to leaye the sick bed of her 
dying mother; — ^the inyalid, so weakened by 
illness and despondency, that no cordial less 
potent than hope and sympathy could raise her 
sinking firame; — ^the bereayed daughter, silently 
sorrowing in the midst of her daily duties for 
the beloyed father, to whose memory she had 
no means of paying the customary respect by 
assuming the customary mourning; — ^the fond, 
patient sister, tending unweariedly the infir- 
mities in another, which she felt fast creeping 
on herself and withering the energies on which 
both depended ; — all these and many more haye 
asked and had help — help giyen far more readily 
than asked. In these nine years about six 
thousand pounds haye been thus deyoted; a 
large sum, and yet how small as compared with 
the number of applicants for it! Often and 
often haye the ladies of the Committee sor« 
rowing oyer some new tale of sad suffering, 
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coupled the gift with the assurance, that they 
"would give more, but that their hand lacked 
means." 

Next followed, as the natural and necessary 
consequence of the scenes of hitherto unknown 
distress thus laid open, amongst which was 
too often found aged and helpless penury, per- 
manent Annuities to Governesses who had 
attamed to more than fifty years of age, — the 
two score and ten, after which the working 
governess too surely finds aQ is but hopeless 
labour and increasing sorrow; her willingness 
for exertion as strong as ever, her power daily 
becoming less. Two hundred and thirty-two 
ladies have already been candidates at sixteen 
successive elections, and one-third of that 
number have been provided for. Annuities have 
been founded to the utmost limits of the 
amount, that can be granted from tested 

OAPITiLL. 

There are at this moment forty-nine in the 
enjoyment of small, but certain, incomes, amount- 
ing in the aggregate to more than nine hundred 
pounds a year, arising, let us repeat once more. 
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from VESTED CAPiTiJCi ; and, therefore Bubject*to 
no alteration. Still, at the last election, one hun- 
dred andfourteen were unsuccessful! The anxiety, 
the eagerness, with which the four prizes of twenty 
pounds a year were sought, were most sad to 
witness ; but we turn our eyes hopefully to the 
future, to the foundation of more Annuities as 
more capital is acquired, and to the beneficial 
results of the third branch of the Society's 
efforts, the Provident Fund. 

We have already alluded to the undeserved, 
nay, the honourable poverty, caused by the 
self-forgetfulness of filial, or sisterly affection; 
few governesses can save much, some can save 
nothing; but there has been much distress 
amongst this and, indeed, every class of ladies 
from an ignorance of business, and of the 
manner in which to invest the money they may 
possess. The Society invites all governesses, 
who are now earning, to provide for the time 
when rest will be needful; and undertakes all 
the expense and trouble of passing their money 
into the hands of Gk)vemment, in each lady's 
own name, as her own separate and individual 
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property, to purchase an annuity for her old 
age. In nine years nearly eight hundred 
have adopted this wise course, and Government 
now holds about ninety thousand pounds in trust 
for them. 

A Savings' Bank has been wisely added for 
smaller savings ; too small to invest, perhaps, but 
not too small to save, if ^ture independence be 
the great goal to arrive at. " ^Tia hut is a most 
dangerous thing," says Miss Edgeworth. " ^Tis 
but a guinea! ^Tis hut a few shillings. How 
many guineas in one year may be spent upon 
*Ti8 hut!^^ Oh, that all would remember, 
how many guineas in one year may be saved 
by heeding the wise warning here so well en- 
forced ! 

Six years ago, a fourth branch was com- 
menced, by the purchase of a house in Harley 
Street; and arrangements made to fit it for 
the accommodation of twenty-five ladies in the 
intervals of their engagements, always a period 
of sad and anxious suspense. It was intended 
not only to insure the respectability of each 
lady's temporary home, and to save her &om the 
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ruinous expense of ordinary board and lodging, 
but to exchange its sad solitariness for the cheer- 
ful society of fellow-travellers on the same road. 
The sanguine hopes, with which it was opened, 
have been more than realized. It has empha- 
tically deseryed its name, and been gratefully 
acknowledged as such by more than a thousand 
ladies. 

It is impossible to express too strongly the 
cheering effect it has had upon the profession. 
When obliged to leave a situation in the coun- 
try, instead of looking drearily forward to a 
lodging, chosen rather for its cheapness than 
for its comforts ; and to solitary evenings, fol- 
lowing too often on days of fatigue and disap- 
pointment ; the governess knows now, that she 
has only to apply to be received here into a 
family ruled by the mild laws of impartial kind- 
ness ; where her interests will be as much pro- 
moted as her happiness. 

Often and often have we seen, at the door, 
a face full of affection; some young lady who 
had once sojoujued there, — had experienced 
the cheerfulness, the cordiality, the sympathy, 
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that all experience there, — and now, passing 
through town with the family of her pupils, 
had asked for a holiday, to spend it at the 
Home. 

The ground-floor is devoted during the day 
to the purposes of Begistration, to give ladies 
seeking governesses, and ladies seeking situa- 
tions, a mutual and entirely free opportunity of 
meeting with their respective requirements; 
and, in this manner, out of the eight thousand 
and eighty-nine who, to the end of last year, 
had entered their names on the Society's books, 
on the one only condition of produciog evidence 
of respectability, four thousand eight hundred 
and eighty-four have found situations, with no 
entrance fee for registering, no per centage on 
their first year's salary. Could we justly cal- 
culate aud appropriate the amount thus saved 
to governesses as a class, how many more 
Annuities might be founded ! But here is, again, 
as we hope, another means to prevent that 
poverty, for which the Annuities must ever be 
but au insufficient remedy. 

We will pass lightly over the College, because 
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it has been greatly doubted how fer it formed 
a legitimate branch of a Benevolent Institution ; 
and, at least, it is not so individual a benefit, 
as it aids little the governess who is now in 
the exercise of her vocation; and, while it 
proposes to fit for their work those, who will 
hereafter follow in her path, it holds out 
the same advantages of a less expensive and, 
perhaps, more extended education to those 
who, by their station in society, may be sup- 
posed to be independent of such assistance. 
Ladies of all ranks have brought their 
daughters to the classes; and the &ee pupils 
[four in each year being free from payment, 
because in some way dependent on some 
governess-relative] take their place beside 
those, who little imagine how possible it is that 
their flowery paths may, by some sudden storm, 
be rendered .the same dull road of steady duty ; 
how possible that they may have life-long cause 
to be thankful that they were educated as 
governesses. 

We have reached now the last scene of this 
brief history ; the last earthly resting-place of 
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the tired travellers in a rugged journey ; the 
Asylum in Kentish Town, built expressly for 
the Aged, erected and opened nearly three 
years since; the calm haven, where no tem- 
pests may reach them, but all, nndistracted by 
the tossing of worldly cares, may quietly lay 
hold of and rest upon " the hope set before 
us," that ''anchor of the soul, sure and sted- 
fast." 

A beautiM and touching consideration it is, 
that one house now shelters those, who have 
trodden so many different paths of their one 
appointed road — gives peace and comfort to the 
evening of those, who have borne the burden and 
heat of many days, and affords them time for 
undisturbed thought over the events and actions 
of long past years, and of examining into and 
making sure of their hope for the future ! 

Little does it seem to signify in old age, whe- 
ther the road travelled has been smooth, or stony ; 
whether passed in happy companionship, or in 
strong self-reliance ; in sunshine, or beneath an 
often-clouded sky ; in health, or in sickness ; in 
pleasure, or in pain. Nothing is left now, but its 
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memories, aitd its bbsflts. Many now, doubt- 
less, bless the Wisdom that dashed the cup of 
happiness &om their youthful lips, — that denied 
to them the leisure and the recreation they 
often longed for, — ^that hedged in their path 
by severe and continuous duties,-— that taught 
them to feel that this was not their rest I 

" To feel, although no tongue can prove, 
That every cloud that spreads above 
And veileth love, itself is Love." 

Beautiful and touching, too, it is to wit- 
ness the visit of some former pupil,— r the 
happy importance of showing the house, and 
especiaUy the one peculiar little room {"our 
house," but "my room"), and the affec- 
tionate respect, with which all is heard; the 
real gladness, with which every comfort is 
observed. 

Beautiful and touching is it, also, to see them 
gathering in the house of God; aged faces 
beaming with unutterable peace, aged voices 
gently joining in the words of prayer and praise ; 
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to see them kneeling, side by side, at the table 
of the Lord — strangers a short while since, but 
now, as one family, partaking together of the 
means of grace, rejoicing together in the hope 
of glory ! 

A blessed privilege it is to help to build this 
pleasant, peaceful home ; to feel that we are 
raising a retreat for much-tried and care-worn 
hearts, a porch to those "many mansions," 
where there is room for all I 

"how pfll op dbead, how full of hope, 
loometh utevitable death : 
Of deead, foe all have sinited ; of hope, 

FOE One hath saved : 
The deead is lost in joy: the hope is 
filled with immoetalitx ! " 

M. E. L. 
March 17, 1862. 



Edward West, Printer, 17, Bulland-Mouth Street, St. Martin's- 
le-Giand, London. 
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